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Summary: 


They were colors to him. He could pluck them out and follow 
their threads, absorbing the sensations he had internalized 
during their travels. Ivan felt them in a way he could not 
fully describe - their Psynergy, their emotions, their essence. 
He did not know if they could ever feel him brushing against 
the edges of their lives, when he didn't actually connect and 
speak to them. His companions always knew when he was 
reading their thoughts, so maybe they did sense him 
checking in. 


He hoped they thought of him from time to time. 


Today I took a walk in the clouds 
Author's Note: 


The last time | wrote Ivan was in 2007? How long has it 

been since | played the GBA GS games? Weas—tyarn 
} hi id 14 | him? Hic tl 

is ALY Hoe Anyway, Ivan is one 

of those special characters that has meaning to me and 

pops in my head every once in a while to remind me. :,) 


Drabbled this up bc the sad adopted psychic kid isn't 
gonna grow up happy, but maybe he has a few things he 
can look forward to (and also | wanted to write 
something trance-like and dreamy~) 


Colors shimmered and swirled at the edges of his vision. 
Violet eyes stared wide, glassy and unfocused, as his 
Psynergy seeped into the air around him. Ivan inhaled slowly 
and held his breath, then let his eyes flutter shut with the 
exhale. Small hands folded on his lap, head bowed in 
meditation. 


Their quest was over, their bonds estranged. The heroes 
were scattered across the far-flung corners of Weyard, living 
out their years in peace. Ivan could find them again. His 
mental prowess had only increased during his time in 
Contigo. He had quickly succeeded his sister's abilities, and 
learned further in the Anemos Sanctum. The more he 
accepted isolation, the more heightened his abilities 
became. It was simple fact that Ivan was the most skilled 
Jupiter adept alive. 


Ivan's breathing fell into a steady rhythm as he extended his 
senses. The sweeping sensation of energy currents pulled 
him along. Gradually he began to see beyond the clay walls 
of the hut, the windswept terrain of the settlement, the 
merchant tents and the holy grounds. He was rising into the 
wind, rushing over the continent while his body remained 
behind. The sense of detachment was unsettling, but 
dreamlike. 


They were colors to him. He could pluck them out and follow 
their threads, absorbing the sensations he had internalized 
during their travels. Ivan felt them in a way he could not 
fully describe - their Psynergy, their emotions, their essence. 
He did not know if they could ever feel him brushing against 
the edges of their lives, when he didn't actually connect and 
speak to them. His companions always knew when he was 
reading their thoughts, so maybe they did sense him 
checking in. He hoped they thought of him from time to 
time. 


He found New Vale first, where the threads were intertwined 
firmly in the foothills of the mountain. Isaac was a quiet 
strength, all damp earth and freshly tilled clay. He was a 
note of yellow anchored with green and brown, a whisper 
through leaves, the roughness of bark, the coolness of stone. 
Garet could be overpowering. His strong oranges and flame- 
red had spice, tempered with the tang of heated metal 
against an anvil horn and the scent of smoldering volcanic 
ash. Jenna held passion in hues of fuchsia and crimson. She 
was a torch that blazed through the calm of night, the taste 


of ginger, and the aroma of tiger lilies and sweet incense. 
She was something else, too, resonating with a new 
frequency of warmth that made her colors glow. 


Ivan lingered. He was fond of them all, and ached for the 
distance between them. He would visit New Vale in person 
once Jenna's son was born. But he rose, and allowed the 
wind to carry his spirit-body onward. 


Imil was a quiet haven amid an eternal winter, and he knew 
he would find her there. Mia was soft blues and icy whites. 
Her aura carried the chill of frostbite, a hint of sharp 
wintergreen, a soft note of sea salt, the faint perfume of 
fresh linen and snowdrops. She was not as lonely as she had 
once been; there was another little color wrapped up in her 
loving protection, piping bright and pure as driven snow. He 
left the family when he found a thread to follow out over the 
sea, to lead him to the orphan whose heartstrings had been 
severed. Piers was fathomless as the ocean he sailed, rich 
with deep blues and sea foam green. He was canvas and 
wood in the spray, a gentle and reliable crosswind, the salt 
of bitter tears. 


The breeze carried him south, chasing the distant song of 
the wanderers. Felix was the darkest, muted tones of hunter 
green and brown leather. His mind was guarded with sharp 
crags and rising flood water, accented with crumbling sand 
and pinewood and shoots of bamboo. Sheba was the 
brightest - a blazing desert star over white sands and 
lavender skies. She was the scent of lightning and tornado, 
the soft edges of down feathers, the crying of the gulls as 


the tide came in. The child of Anemos had a strong presence 
to him, as they shared the same cursed ability and the 
isolation it brought. Ivan was relieved that those two were 
traveling together, the outcasts, their threads winding over 
the continent. 


As he drifted morosely back toward Atteka, Ivan then felt an 
unfamiliar presence brush against him, seeking him. 


He was not afraid; he knew his energy was keening with 
loneliness, and he made no effort to shield himself from 
what was drawn to that. He cleared his mind's eye, exhaled 
slowly, reached out to whomever was reaching out to him. 


He was surprised to feel the touch of a hand on his. 


His instincts told him this was a future sight - the kind of 
visions Jupiter adepts came into without scrying or asking. 
He did not know this bright energy of zephyrs and clouds, 
spring green and amethyst, water lilies in the rain, birdsong 
at dawn. Ivan did not know who it was, but his tears spilled 
freely when he felt how important they would be to him 
someday. He squeezed the hand and felt it squeeze back, a 
silent promise to never let go. 


Ivan woke in his body with a start. The vision had surprised 
him enough to break his concentration. His cheeks and 


eyelashes were damp. He sagged back onto his hands, 
emotionally drained. The ache of longing for his friends had 
lessened. He had a fluttering in his chest where the heavy 
hole usually weighed him down. That hand... it was small 
like a child's hand. 


"Karis," he murmured, intuition providing the name he was 
hearing for the first time. In that moment he knew he had 
seen his own child. He would be a father. 


Ivan ran his hands through his hair, trying to process the 
information. He had no way of knowing how far into the 
future that would be, or what threads he would have to 
follow to reach that destiny. He had sensed something 
important, though. Jupiter ran through them with the 
stubbornness of a tempest, but there was no note that 
resonated with Ivan's frequency. 


His child was not psychic. Karis would not be born with the 
Psynergy to read minds or project beyond their body as Ivan 
could. He finally smiled. 


"Thank goodness," he murmured into his hands. Relief 
washed over his troubled countenance as he even laughed. 
The foretold suffering of his family line was something he 
swore he would never willingly continue. Hama had scolded 
him for his sentimentality, his sensitivity, for having the 
same loneliness that killed their mother. 


"| was afraid | would pass it on. Oh, Karis, whoever you are, 
thank goodness you won't ever be like me." 


